BLOOD WEDDING
NEIGHBOUR: I'm sorry. I didn't mean to offend - but it's true. Now,
whether she was decent or not nobody said. That wasn't discussed.
She was haughty.
MOTHER: There you go again!
NEIGHBOUR: You asked me.
MOTHER: I wish no one knew anything about them - either the live
one or the dead one - that they were like two thistles no one even
names but cuts off at the right moment.
NEIGHBOUR: You're right. Your son is worth a lot.
MOTHER: Yes - a lot. That's why I look after him. They told me the
girl had a sweetheart some time ago.
NEIGHBOUR: She was about fifteen. He's been married two years
now - to a cousin of hers, as a matter of fact. But nobody remem-
bers about their engagement.
MOTHER: How do you remember it?
NEIGHBOUR: Oh, what questions you ask!
MOTHER: We like to know all about the things that hurt us. Who
was the boy?
NEIGHBOUR: Leonardo.
MOTHER: What Leonardo?
NEIGHBOUR: Leonardo Felix.
MOTHER: F$ix!
NEIGHBOUR: Yes, but - how is Leonardo to blame for anything? He
was eight years old when those things happened.
MOTHER: That's true. But I hear that name - Felix - and it's all the
same.
[Muttering}
Felix, a slimy mouthful.
[She spits.]
It makes me spit - spit so I won't kill!
NEIGHBOUR: Control yourself. What good will it do?
MOTHER: No good. But you see how it is.
NEIGHBOUR: Don't get in the way of your son's happiness. Don't say
anything to him. You're old. So am I. It's time for you and me to
keep quiet.
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